The moll Lamentable Tragedie 

Or foroc of you fhall finoke for it in Rome* 

Demetrius, By this oiir mother is for euer fiiamde* 
Chiron ♦ Rome will elefpife her for this fculeelcapc, 
Nurfe. TheEmperourin his rage will doomehci death, 
Chtron . I blulli to thinke vpon this ignomic* 
tAronyV hy ther’s the Priui ledge your beautie bears: 
Fietrecherous hue, that will betraie with blulliing 
rhe clofe cna&sand counfels of thy hart: 

Hcr’s a young Lad firamde of another leere, 

Looke how the bJackcilauefmiles vpon the father, 
As\vhofhou!dfay,cIdeLad lam thine ownc; 

Hce is your brother Lords, fenfiblie fed 
Of that fclfebloud that firft gauelife to you, 

And fom your wombe where you imprisoned were, 

Hec isinfraunchifcd, and come to light: 

Nay hce is your brother by the furor Hdc > 

Although my feale be Ramped in his face. 

Nurfe, Aron, what ihall 1 fay vnto the Emprcffe* 
Demetrius* Aduifethee ./2>v«,whatisto be done., 

And we will all fubfcribc to thy aduife: ^ 

Sauc thou the childe/o wee may all be iafe. 

<• Aron* Then fit we downc and let vs allconfult. 


Aly fonneand I will haue thewindeof you: 

Keep e there, now talke at pleafure of your fafetie* 
Demetrius . How many women faw this childe of his? 
tsiron* why fo braue Lords, when we ioine in league 
I am a Lambe, but if you braue the Moore, 

The chafed Bore,the mountaine LionefTc, 

The Ocean fwcls notfo as Aron ftormes: 

But faie again e,how manic (aw thechilde. 

Nurfe. Cornelia the Midwife ,and ray fclfc. 

And no one c!s but the dcliuered EmprclTe. 

A rote, ThcEnipreire,the Midwife, and your fclfc, 
two may keepe counfell when the third’s away: 

Goe to the EmprejfTe,tell her thislfaid. & ” sr * 


vveekc 3 


of Titus Andronicus, 

yVeeke,wceke,fo cries a Pigge prepared to thefp’r, 
q)eme t w\nt meant! thou Aron, whcrforcdidtl thou chi? ? 
■hrtH. O Lordfir,tis a deede of pollicie. 

Shall fliecliue tobetraie this gilt of ouis? 

A long tongude babling Goflip,No Lords, not 
7 \nd now be it knowne to you my lull intent, 
jsjot farre, one M uhteut tnyComtriman 
Hiswife but yefiernight was broughtto bed, 

Hischilde is like to her,f tire as you are: 
Gocpackewithhim,and giuc the mother gold. 

And tell them both,thecircumfbncc of all, 
Andhowbythistheirchildeihallbeaduaunft, 

And be rccciued for the Emperour* Heire, 

And fubRitutcd in the place of mine, 
rocalme this tempefl whirling in the Court, 

Andletthe Lmperour dandle hint for his own e, 
Harkeyce Lords, you fee I hauegiuen her Phificke, 

And you mull neecls bellow I.erFunerall, 

Thcficlds arc ncere,and you are gallant Groomcst 
This done, fee that you take no longer aaies. 

But lend the Midwife prefcntlie to mee. 

The Midwife andthe Nurfe well made away, 

Then let rhe Ladies tattle what tlieyplcafc. ^ 

Chi, Aron, i fee thou wilt not trad the aire wit a fecrets. 
Demetrius, Forthiscareof Tamorn, 

Her fclfc, and hers, are hidilie bound to thee. Exeunt, 
Aron, Now to the Gothts as fwifras [wallow flies. 

There to difpofe this treafurc in mine artnes, 
Andfecretlietogreetethc EniprelTe friends: 

Comeon you thicke-lipt-flaue,l le beare you lienee^ 

Farit is you that puts vs to our llnfcs: 
lie make you feedeon berries, andon roots. 

And feede on curds and whay,andfuckethc Goate, 

Andcabbinina Caue,ani bnngyouvp, _ 

lobe a warriourand commaund aCinipc* 




